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April 26   Here is one of the first poems thrown up by the war
Friday.     abroad.   The  author is 904022  Cpl.  O'Donnell,
P. A. T., of the R.A.F., and the poem is sent me
by his mother:

NIGHT SENTRIES

The crisp moon burns
The night through,
With brittle lacings
Fresh upon the cold,
And still, still      ^
The light laves,    "
Though Night grows old.

The white hours come,

Are measured

By the mind's footsteps,

By the trailing leaf

And fleet forms

In velvet

That never come.

This music is

For sleepers,

Who, slipping anchor,

Ride upon its waves.

Against night,

Fast waking,

Stand we; stand the slaves.

24.12.39

April 27 Gillespie a furore at the Savage Club to-night.
Saturday. "0 Paradiso" from Meyerbeer's L'Africaine.
Benno, Parry Jones, and Gerald Moore all very
flattering. Even the staff sensed the body and bouquet of a
voice poured out as though somebody had stove in a cask of
Chambertin.

April 28   Have just come upon tremendous proof of the up-
Sunday.    to-dateness of Dickens. Here is Harold Skimpole
on the rationing of meat:
ce Some men want legs of beef and muttojj for breakfast;
I don't. Give me my peach, my cup of coffee, and iny claret;
I am content. I don't want them for themselves, but they
235